
        
            [image: Cover Image]

        

    
        
            Thank you for downloading this Atria Unbound eBook.

            

            Sign up for our newsletter and receive special offers, access to bonus content, and info on the latest new releases and other great eBooks from Atria Unbound and Simon & Schuster.

        

        
            CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP


        

        
            or visit us online to sign up at
eBookNews.SimonandSchuster.com

        

    
		
			[image: Cover Image]

		

	
		
			With love to my wife, Dawn, and our boys, Christopher and Robert.

			For all those who grieve, I offer healing prayers to mend your hearts.
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			Life is pleasant. Death is peaceful. It’s the transition that’s troublesome.

			—Isaac Asimov

		

	
		
			Introduction

			As I See It

			I am a psychic medium, and, as such, my work involves trying to help people come to terms with the death of a loved one, overcome their own fear of death, and resolve any questions or issues they may still have about the one who has died.

			I am able to do this because I know that the spirit lives on after the death of the physical body, and I am able to contact and communicate with those in spirit so that I can deliver their messages to their living loved ones.

			Of course, there will always be skeptics who doubt my ability to do what I do, and very often, it is religious leaders who are the most vociferous in their condemnation of my work. This confuses, amuses, and often angers me, since virtually all cultures and religions, from the beginning of time, have had some form of belief in an afterlife. The Book of the Dead, for example, the holiest of Egyptian religious texts, provides instructions for funerary practices, prayers, spells, and rituals designed to ensure the survival of the soul. The ancient Egyptians believed that after death, everyone first entered the underworld to be judged and tested in order to determine whether they went on to a state of eternal bliss or to the Egyptian equivalent of hell.

			While there are differences in detail among the various Christian sects, one thing upon which all Christians agree is that there is an afterlife and that where we go after we die depends upon how we conducted ourselves while we were alive. To some degree, the same could be said of Buddhists, who believe in karma, a cycle of death and rebirth through which we are meant to increase our spirituality and learn to release our desire for earthly things. The Buddhist goal is to escape the cycle of reincarnation and attain a permanent state of Nirvana.

			Although my mother was Jewish, I was raised a Catholic, and many of my own beliefs and rituals are based upon the teachings of the Catholic Church. But I also believe that whatever path anyone follows, all roads lead to the same destination—the survival of the soul after death.

			My psychic understanding of what happens when we die differs from that of most religious or cultural belief systems in that I know from personal experience that those in the spirit world can and do continue to be aware of and communicate with those of us who are still alive.

			While various ancient religious texts refer to God or a god appearing on earth at a specific time in order to deliver a particular message to man, none talks about the ability that we each have within us to give and receive messages to and from those who have passed on.

			The vast majority of my work as a psychic medium involves helping the living to communicate with the dead. Clients come to me after someone important in their life has passed on, because they feel there is some unfinished business between them. Perhaps the death was sudden and they didn’t have a chance to say good-bye. Perhaps the person who is living has caused pain to the one who died (or vice versa), and the survivor wants or needs to give or receive absolution to or from the dead. Or it might simply be that the death of a loved one has left the living in so much pain that he or she needs to be reassured of the soul’s survival in order to get through the grieving process and move on with life.

			My goal in this book is to help you, the reader, make peace with the death of your loved ones. You will see, as you read on, that each death is unique, everyone grieves differently, and the best way to get through our grief after someone dies is to know that he or she lives on in the world of spirit, that our loved one is at peace, and that all he or she wants is for us to be happy and move on with our lives.

		

	
		
			1

			Death Is a Process

			When people are seriously ill over a period of time, they begin to come to terms with death while they are still living. If they are ill, they often start out hoping or expecting that they will recover. They may think they’re going to “beat” the disease or condition, or they may hope for a reprieve or a divine miracle. At some point, however, they realize that there won’t be any reprieve, they’re not going to get better, and they either become resigned to the situation or they fight against their fate.

			Those who fight fate are most often afraid because they don’t know what happens when we die, and so they cling desperately to life. I believe that this is often the situation when people lie in a coma and are, in effect, stuck and lingering between life and death. In many cases, however, their fear manifests as anger, and the person who is dying becomes aggressive and nasty to those around him and starts to bring up grievances from the past.

			Many of my clients tell me how “mean” their dad or mom was before he or she passed. When that happens, the survivor often feels guilty and comes to me hoping to receive forgiveness from his or her parent when no forgiveness is necessary. Most often, the parent in spirit then comes through and asks me to reassure their loved one that he or she did nothing wrong and needs to stop blaming himself unnecessarily. As I explain to my clients, acting out is simply the dying person’s way of dealing with their fear.

			I remember particularly one kind and caring young woman named Christine who had finally become so frustrated by her mother’s continual insults that she snapped and said something nasty in response. Then, when her mother died, all she could remember were those nasty words. During our session, she wanted me to tell her mother how sorry she was and that she didn’t mean it. I assured her that her mother knew what Christine had been going through and that her outburst didn’t reflect who she really was or what she really felt.

			The more survivors understand this phenomenon as a natural part of the death process, the easier it will be for them to move on once their loved one has passed. That said, however, not everyone fights the inevitable, and not all caretakers become the targets of their loved one’s anxiety-generated anger.

			Finding Peace in Passing

			Often people who have lived a long life, as well as many who are terminally ill, are able to make peace with the inevitability of death. They may begin to sleep more, and they often mentally review their lives and assess what they have accomplished.

			Many times those who are in the process of dying start to talk about their dead relatives or even begin to see dead people in their room or talk to them as if they were there. Clients often tell me that they noticed a loved one literally reach out a hand as he or she was about to pass. I believe this happens because someone from the spirit world—usually a relative—has come to take him across.

			The most loving thing you can do for a loved one who has accepted the inevitability of death is to accept it as well and help the person who is going through the process in whatever way you can. The greatest gift for both of you is to find closure and make peace with any differences or difficulties you may have had in the past.

			When Death Comes Suddenly

			The only time when a person is sometimes not escorted to the other side by a loved one who has gone before him is when he or she dies suddenly or tragically, in a murder or an accident, or in the course of a disaster. Although this doesn’t always happen, sometimes in such circumstances, the deceased may not realize at first that he’s dead, and those in spirit may not be immediately aware of his passing.

			The sudden death of a loved one also poses specific challenges for the survivor. What those left behind in these circumstances need to realize is that the way we die—including sudden death—is part of the blueprint with which the soul is born. I believe that we each pick how and when we come into the world and how and when we go out, even though, while we’re here, we may not remember that we’ve done that.

			Birth and death are both part of our soul’s path. We come in to learn some kind of lesson we haven’t mastered in a past life, and when our business here is finished, we go out. A woman who came to one of my events not too long ago was very upset because her mother had died. But, as her mom’s spirit let me know that evening, it had been her goal to live long enough to attend her grandson’s bar mitzvah, and once she had done that, her soul’s mission on this plane was completed, so she passed on to the world of spirit.

			Many people who die suddenly, as in an accident, may have a premonition or a gut feeling about their passing. People who’ve lost a relative or loved one to sudden death often tell me that the person who died said things like, “I honestly don’t think I’m going to be around much longer,” but since the person was perfectly healthy at the time, it was just passed off as a momentary aberration. One bereaved mother even told me that her daughter had started talking about “going to the angels” when she was four years old, and when she was eleven, she was killed by a drunk driver while crossing the street.

			[image: ]

			Kim’s Story

			My husband, Don, was a police officer in Danbury, Connecticut. He was forty-one years old when he was hit by a drunk driver as he was riding his bicycle to work. His death was not only very sudden and unexpected, it was also very public.

			My godmother had gone to see Jeffrey several years before, and at some point I told her that I wanted to consult a medium to help me resolve the questions I still had about the accident. For example, everyone told me that Don had died instantly and didn’t feel anything, but I still wasn’t sure. I thought that part of the grieving process was to get answers to these kinds of questions.

			My godmother was on Facebook one day when she saw a post from Jeffrey saying that he was looking for someone to help him with a project and that anyone who was interested and who hadn’t already had a reading with him should contact his office. My godmother submitted my name and told his assistant, Theresa, that my husband had died suddenly and I was raising three small boys. I was chosen for what turned out to be the taping of a pilot for a potential television series. When I found out I’d been picked, I cried; it just seemed as if it was meant to be.

			I’d always thought there were people who had the gift of being able to communicate with those in spirit, but after my session with Jeffrey, I was totally convinced. Except for the very basic information my godmother had given his assistant, he knew nothing about me or my story. The minute I walked into the room, he started to describe exactly what had happened from my husband’s point of view. He said that Don was showing him an injury to the head, as well as which side it was on (something that very few people knew). He also said that Don hadn’t felt a thing, that he had just gone flying through the air. It was very comforting to hear that.

			Don told Jeffrey that he’d always known he would die young, but that he wasn’t ready. He had a lot more things he wanted to accomplish, but he was happy it had happened the way it did because he’d always been afraid he’d be shot, and he didn’t want to be shot. Don had never told me any of this, but I later learned from his best friend since high school that Don had always said he wouldn’t live past forty. Once he married me and we had our three boys, however, he’d stopped talking about it.

			My husband wasn’t a very showy guy, and his funeral was a really big deal. The whole town came to a virtual standstill that day. Because he’d been on the way to work when he was killed, it was considered a line-of-duty death, which meant a full-out official funeral with all the officers at the cemetery in their uniforms throwing their white gloves on top of the casket. I’d always wondered what he thought of it, and Jeffrey said that he’d been very honored. It was great for me to know that he’d been pleased. However, the town had also named a bridge after him, and he said that was ridiculous.

			Don also said that he was my true love, and that I’d never have another love like him—something I really knew. Not many people get to experience that kind of love, and I’m truly grateful for that. In addition, he said that I shouldn’t worry about the children so much (they were four, six, and eight years old when he died). He said they’d be just fine, and he said that he was proud of what a wonderful job I was doing with them.

			Don also gave me some advice: He said the oldest one holds everything inside, but that he’d be okay; I needed to let the middle one be who he’s going to be; and I needed to watch the youngest one because he’s very bright, which is also true. Our youngest son is really good at doing whatever it takes to get his own way.

			I’d never felt anything like what I experienced during that reading. I walked away knowing that Don really was in a better place and that he’s watching over us and will continue to do so. Jeffrey told me [that Don] hears me and that I should keep talking to him. That was one of the most comforting things I took away from our session—knowing that I can talk to him and ask him things when I need to. I told the kids that, too—that Daddy is with them, he hears them, that they can talk to him, and he’ll figure out a way to communicate with them and guide them. I’d said that before, but I was never entirely sure it was true. Now I know it’s true.

			The reading provided answers to questions I’d had and truly gave me a sense of closure.
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